'39<5	THE LAST GENRO
of the Imperial Personages, His Majesty, Emperor Hirohito, and Her
Highness, Empress Nagako,
"Steward, forward this message to die Court, with my heart-felt
thanks for the gifts: 'His Majesty's feeble old servant lies helpless
in the humble hut on the lonely seashore, but the old man's mind is
always with the Emperor in time of peace or emergency.'"
"Yes, my lord,"
"Huh, Sonoko, just before I heard the conversations in the next
room, I was dreaming. No, don't stop mc-I'm all right. Somehow, I
was admitted in Audience to the three past Emperors, beginning with
Emperor Komci under whom I served as a boy-chamberlain at die
age of three, then Emperor Mciji whom 1 served for forty-five years
from the days of the Mciji Restoration Wars to his last burial rites in
1912, and Emperor Tafchn. The Emperors ordered me to be especially
loyal to Emperor Hirohito. The present Emperor is like his immediate
ancestors, particularly like his grandfather, Emperor Meiji, possessing
the high qualities and divinity inherent in the throne from time im-
memorial His reign will be enlightened and peaceful
"Steward, is there lilac in the bouquet? I smell it, huhJiow fragrant!"
The patient was visibly affected by the gifts*
"Yes, my lord. Purple lilac and early white tree peony, sir,"
"Oh, how thoughtful of Her Highness! They must be from her own
flower garden in the Fukiage Imperial Terrace, one of the most
beautiful gardens I ever saw, with all domestic and foreign varieties of
flowers included there* About this time last year* the Empress and the
lovely Princesses allowed me to accompany them into the Fukiage
Gardens*
"Sono&o, this lilac fragrance brings back to me all my memories
of those student days in France. Then your father was about your age.
Those scarlet field poppies were scattered over the great expanse of,
plains and the lilac bloomed in the small farmyards in the French
countryside- Now Her Highness-"
His words were lost, his head sank deeper into the soft pillow, a
contented smile rested on his weather-beaten face*
After two years9 absence, Prince Saionji was back at his Surugadai
home in Tokyo. It was late spring.
"Aya, is Konoe-san here yet? I won't meet any officials today.*'
"My lord, both Prince Konoe and Baron Hmda are on their way
hers* Your car is ready too!"

